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1} T cap hardly be a year since the appear-
I ance of “The Countess Bettina,” and It

must be a st!ll shorter periog since the
Ientity of the author became generally
known. Feor when the story was frst pub-
Hshed there was tio clew to the authorsbip
beyond the statement on the title page that
the work bad been *‘editej by R." Grad-
aally, however, the fuct leaked ont that
the writer was Mr. Clinton Ross, 4 member
of a well-known family of New York State,
A young man of about thirty, of such ante-
codents that he milght be sald to bave be-
longed to New York's gilded youth up to
& few montha ago, when suddenly altered
elreumstances torned bls attentlon to wor-
thier matters,

Such, then, was the entrance of 4 new
fignre In the fleld of fictlon. The work was
fresh and had in It something that lifted 1t
above the commonpldce; some perceptible
though Imperfectly developed quality of
style that caught the eye of the eritic, apd
& genulneness of feéeling that appenled to
the avernge reader—that Awful Average
Reader—who, after all, decldés whether a
novel shall he a success or a fallure.

This new novel,
let Coat,” which Is to be Issued Immedi-
l' ataly by Messrs. Stone & Kimball, 15 alert-
: Iy dllve and full of the rush of chargers'
N fest, the clash of arms and the roll of
drums. It Is almost all actlon; thers is
I hardly & pause for deseription and abso-
lutaly none for analysis,

It is a story of the slege of Yorktown and
ths stirring incidents leading thereto, and
Lord Cornwallis, General O'Hara, Vicomte
de Noallles, Comte de Rochambeau, Genernl
Linicoln, “who stood for General Washing-
ton,” and earlier In the story much about
Lafayetfe.

But the heart of It all ls a love story,
wholesome and
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these far-off things = warm, lving .. yenrs before.
Intarest, The wearer of the sear-

Jet. cont Is the rebsl hero,  Cap-

i

Romanece

? of the
Siege of

- Yorktouwn.

tain Kenneth, who assumes It as a dlsguise.
The heroine ls a royalist, whose hiother
wears the coat In earnest.
In Jove with her almost at first sight, as he
jecks refuge In her home on & stormy nlght
#s he is earrying a message from the Miur-
quis de la Fayette to Governor Thomas

Jefferson.
“uGhe was mot more than twenty; a full

face: with an exquisite month, now firm

b pnough, and yet that might pout, or laugh}

t, tha most irresistible mouth, Kenneth de-

sldedl thers ot the door. The eyes were

*  gnrkish blus or black. The brow. low and

3mﬁ. waa framed by the reddish blond
Bnlr disarranged ss if by the hpt having
peen taken off hastily. In one hand she
held & rlding whip; and the rounded figure
wias shown by the folds of a dark green
habit, mud spattered, as if she had not bees
long from her horse.

i “She. on her part, saw a tall man; dark
eyes and thin, cioe lips, belng the features
of thls swarthy Kenneth of Prince William,
¥ vy Kenneth for generations hnd had the

L4l shonlders, muscular body, dork eyes,
and firm monuth, with that singular look
quite Inconsistent with all thls masculine
force; something almost womanlsh, desplite
the fArmpess.”

The house turns out to be a eort of head-
guarters for Britlah officers, so that Cap-
taln Kenneth ls soon discovared, desplte hia
dagnise, and placed under arrest by Colonel

Purieton, Who, chinces to see him and to

“regognize In him a formidable foe.

“Kenneth had been watching Banastre

Tarleton earefully, in A quandary ubout the
man. With his small stature, his boylsh
face, He appearsd very young, and Indeed
at thizs time he was but twenty-six, nine

D‘*h'l Junlor.

-readipess, “Is cleverness, his bravery, our
Captaln of Armand's ndmired him,

The Captain I treated like n guest unti]

window,

was hungry.

The servant

entitled “The Sear-

low.

sweet, giving

Keuneth falls

Ye awakening;

but he must.

Enowing his

“The Scarlet Coat,"a Rat-
Hing War Story bu
(finton Ross.

ing nearly one slde, There was a dormer
Looking out, he saw only hlack-
néss and the wet thrust In sheets ngnlnst
a rattllng sash.
displayed the pollshed floor, two chalrs, a
table, ehiffonler, & high, squure bedstead.
o ticking clock In a corner.

“The key turned,
woman with o tray stood In the door, the
tull sergennt of Tarieton’s behind.
neth soknowledged the nttentlon, for he
A dusty bottle of red wine
to the Falrmount callar.
sergenfit
grinned, but dld not attempt conversation,

“Ang the two passed out; the door was
locked! The prisoner could hear the guard
stumbling outside,

““He must have slept long, for, desplie
his Inst Intentlon to awake at dawn and to
use all hiis wits for means of escape, it was
broad daylight of the mornilng of June 18,
1781, when he awoke.
remember the

The filckering candle

biack

Ken-

was creditable

At first he failed to

of clreomstances
bringing his present plight, and then he re-
cnlled all, from the lost road to the unex-
pected appenrance of Banastre Tarleton.
Looklng from the dormer window, he saw,
as Tarleton had sald the nlght bafore, that
he dared not risk the drop to the ground,
while almost certainly he counld be plcked
ont with a musket by mny one passing be-

“The window was out of the questlon,
Kenneth saw now clearly,
back Into the room, Tiptoelng to It, he
tried the door to fnd It locked, as he had
expected, while he heard some one moving
outside, as If hls guard were stretching
laxily, and then It was stlll, except for the
chirping of swallows In the chlmney. He
examined the chimney with Interest

“This was a square structure aronnd which
the hounse hnd been bullt, pethups seventy-
With a suodden Idea he
remembered how In his own honse in
frincs Willlam was o slmilar chimpey and
how as & boy he had climbedit. This was
even Iarger than that other
swallows made the same quartelsome twit-
ter ag In those old days, and he laughed
Thén he was on his knees
on the hearth, looking townrd fthe sky., A
bird flew ncross the blue,
where the passage from below met that
from the freplace where he kneit. He was
4 lnrge man, but he wonld try. The stones
{rregularly Inld gave projectlons; gond he
was sure he was aglie enongh to climb up
there and hide, If he could do no more
Strangety, they bhad left him his sword and
pistols, he remembered agaln,

*“The sun aiready higher, the honse would
and he must horry.
conrse ha would make an ‘abominable nolse,
Stipping on his clothes hor-
riedly, taking the spura from his boots, and
buekling the sword as closely as he conld,
Kenneth waited for any nelse In the house,
But it was still, and he began.

“He didl make some nolss,
while the swallows sharply reproved him.
The stones gave him the foothold he ex-
pected, and luborlousiy he ralsed himself.
He had oot miscalenlnted the slze of the
aperture, and he mounted, foot by foof,
clinglug by his finger tips and hls toes to
Ten minutes passed
before he fonnd himself, hot and brenthing
bard, astride of the projection separating
him from the opening below. Peerlng down
thls he saw another line of separation info
the passage to the fireplace on the first
fior, anid, Turtler down, the stralght pass-
age ended in the blackenlng logs and the
square of light showlng the Sreplace, prob.
ably, in the great room on the ground floor
where he had been taken prisoner.
rested for some moments, while the swal-
lows whose nests he had distorbed still
fluttered and chirped madly, but save for
thelr noise his movements apparently had
been unobserved,

“The disturbance of the swallows grew

ns, he turned

But the

nt his memories

He could ses

Of | bence, but as the first authoritatiyve utter-

he found,

every Jutting stone.

He

MR. HOWELLS DISCOVERS
A NEGRO POET.

The Surprising Poetie Gifts of Paul Lhawrence
Dunbar, a Son of Former Slaves,
Nows the Talk of the Literary
Wlorld of New York.

MR. HOWELLS'S OPINION OF HIS FOEMS.

[From an introduction to the post’s fortheoming book of poems, by conrtesy of Dodd, Meed & Co,, the publishers.]

“What struck me In reading My, Dunbar's poetry was what had alrendy strack hle frlends in Ohlo pand Indlang, in
Kentucky and Ilinols. They had felt as I felt, that however glfted his race lind proven itself In musle, In oratory, in
feveral other arts, hepe was the first Instance of an American negro who bad évinced Innate llteratire, Tn my eritielsm
of his book I had alleged Dumas in France, and had forgotten to allege the far greater Puslkin in Russin: but these
wera both mulattoes, who might hitve been supposed to derive thelr quallties from white blood.vastly more artistic than
ours. and who were the creatures of an environment more favorable to their lterary devefopment. So far as I could
remamber, Paul Dunhar was the only man of pure African blood and Ameriean elvilization to fes! the negro life aestheti-
cally and express It Iyrically. It seemed to me that thls had come to its most modern conselousuess In him, and that
his brilliant and unique achievement was to haye studled the American negro objectively, and to Have representsd him
a3 he found him to be, with bumor, with sympathy, and yet with what the render must Instinctively feel to be entire
truthfulness. '

were the creatures of an environment more favorable to thelr
Hterary development. So far as I ¢onld remember, Paul Dunbar
was the only man of pure African Blood and Amerloan clyllizns
thon th feel the negro lfe nesthetically and express it lyrically.
It seemed to mo that this had come to Its most modern eon-
sclousness In him, and thut his brilliant and unlque achievement
Was to bave studled the Amerlean negro objectively, and to have
represented him as he found him to be, with humor, with SyIm-
pathy, and yet with ‘Wwhat the reader must Instinctively feel to
- be entire truthfulness. I sald that a race which had
come 10 this effect in any member of it hed
attalned clvillzation In  him; and I per
witted myself the Imaglnative prophecy
that the hostilitles and the prejudices
whilch hud so long econstralned his race
A were destined to wanlsh In the arts;
that these were to be the final
proof that God had made of one
blood all nntlons of men. I thought
hlssmerits positive and not compara-
tive; and I held that If his black
poems hnd been written Ly a
white mun I shonld not have
found them less admirable, 1lac-
cepted them as an evidence of the
esgentlal unity of the human race,
which does not think or feel black
In one and white In ‘another, but
humnnly o ell*

And, If the poems appeal so
powerfully and seem so profoundly
significant to one who las never,
perhaps, been persondally In  touch
with the types, the ldeals, the emo-
h tions, the traditlons, the surroundings

anid the environments of the negro race,
the work must In the very nuature of
things find equal i not fuller approcie-
tlon samong Southern readers. To the South-
ern mind the Majors will surely come as

the first lifting of an Impenetrable cdrtain
Wwhich has-alwanys hung between the Dlaek
andl the white race. In the Soutliern
heart the Minors must certalnly stle
S deep and mingled memories of the old
. order which nelther white nor black
wouwd have back agrin; memories
n  which Isughter contends
with tears, ns the lines of

the first Afrlean poet
waverbetween humor
und pathos. It ls
, o ecurious fact
thiat  untll
the ac-

chasm dividing the black from the white mee! At last,

for the frst tima In the history of this country—or, so
far as we nre aware, in the history of any other couniry—a
mun of pure African blood has arlsen to speak for his people In
the person of Mr. Paul Lawrence Dunbar.

For several years cems bearMg this name have been Appenr-
ing in the leading magazines, but they horg on the surface no
racinl mark, and the fact that some of them were in the negro
dlalect counted for mothing, since many white writers
hive attempted that, although with lesa success.
It was not, therefore, until a slender, qulet,
shabby Mlttle volume of wverse, dntaless,
placeless and without a publisher, drift- ”
ed out of the West and accldentnlly
renched Mr. Howells—who 18 always
quick to see and never reluctant to
pralse what Is really good—that the
young Africo-American poet wis in-
troduced to the Inrger andlence
which the lmportance of his work
deserved,

Only then did It become gener-
nlly Known that the nuthor was
black, that his parents wera slaves
who leirned to. read after they
were free, and that be himself bhad
gtood shoulder to shoulider with
the heaviest Inden of his race. He
was educated in the publlc schools
of his blrthplace, Dayton, Ohlo,
and wns untll recently an elevator
boy.

A these facts eame ont the sig-
nificance of Mr. Dunbar's: poetry stood
revealed, and it was recognired not %
only for iis Intrinsic worth, for Its W
Iyrical beauty and metrienl quality, which ¥
nre quite encugh to £t it Into promi-

u T LAST an Intellectual bridge bas been cast across the

Fbr :*:"ﬁ .
ance of the Inner lfeof & race which had Z
hitherto been dumb. The Jitfle book thus
voleing what had never been befors spoken
wad privitely printed and eallpd “Munjors
and Minors,” the Mnjors belng In English
and the Minors In dialect, sometimes the
dlalect of the' Middle-South negroey and
sometimes of the Middle-South whites,
and in the case of the negro dinlect
reproduced with a perfection that
uo white weiter bns attained, -
These poems, coverlng
a wide range of
thought and feal-
fng, have been
gathered with
a pumber of
now poems
into a
much
larger
\'_ull.lml'

this book
Dunbar had
never earned

iny money by
his Hternry work,
He hag lveq entire.

Howells
has writ-

dinner Is over: then ha I8 locked In his [lees; the house stlll seemed quiet, snd he| ten an In- g : WY j:_,: on. his' pay as an
roone for the plght. Kenneth bids good- | was only hesltating about venturing Into| troductlon : boozs mhator toy. The few
night to bis host Ceptain Jervon, who | the room. At least the boglsh experiences |t the new : b e Wwrate and which
olvilly responds, a8 ho panses, candle In in the honse In Prince Willlnm bad stood | work, nnd in I g:hflsh m a reputation were
hand, and regrets the eltcumstances, add- Im -In good stead; but he was Mnc_kened it /he says: / S E! I ed at the expense of
Ing: and smothered, and the heat of the June| “What struck me myelf and his friends, anll
' “Pou doubtless ald not expect to mest [mornlug was stifilng in that cramped place. | in reading Mr. Dun- PAUL LAWRENGCE DUNBAR. brought him no Immedinte
L ; ) He must take the risk; and then It was| bar's poetry was profit. Tls rise has been a

‘king's offficers so far up-country.’
“oeprankly, I odldw’t. I hope you'll not
forget my man.'
* sNor that yon want supper.’
“Kenneth heard lls volee to the man
i the hall, and then steps creaking on the
r. Ho had closed the door. * Kenneth
conld henr the gusards’
- key turning. He looked sbout the room.
a small place, with a great freplace, fll-

< stair.

volces, and the

made lmpossible by slamming doors, foot-
steps fnd volees. The door opened into the
room, and he heard Banustre Tarleton”—

But one nesds to follow the dashing, splr-
{ted story from start to finlah to reallze
what good reading It is, for this Incldent
\s but the starting point of the whirl of
actlop and adventure that
without fagging.

Is sustalned

hard struggle with disconrng-

Ing comlitions. When the asceptance of his new book of poems
was announced It was neccompanled by a sum of §400. This
amount was {n the form of four erisp §100 bills, of the new (e-
sign. The poet hnd never been the possessor of so much money
in bis lfe, and Its uuexpected recelpt sent him Into n state of
eestusy. His success, however, has not mnade any change for the
warse In the simpla nnd ooaffected youth, who until recently
gulded the destinies of an elewntor. 3

what had already struck his friends In Olilo and Indlana, in
EKentneky and Illiuols. They had felt as T felt, that however
pifted his race had proven itself In musle, In orgtory, In sev-
era] other arts, hers Wus the first lustance of an Amerlean
negro who hind evinced innnte Utérntore. In my criticlsm of
his book I had alleged Dumas In France, and had forgotten to
allege the far grenter Poshkin in Russla; but these wers hoth
muluttoes, who might have been supposed to derlve thelr quali-
tles from wlite blood vastly more artistic than ours, and who

ABRIEL D'Annunzio's works have
Gl’i?:lchm! Ameriea at  last Another

American pullisher hag had the conr-
age to translate this sensational young Ital-
lan novelizt, who, for the past few months
hng keen the talk of the literary clreles of
Furope.

Two weeks ago the Jonrnal published an
acconnt of this remarkable wrilter, and gave
an outline of his book, *'Epsicopo & Co.'" a
trunsintion of which was recently Issued
by Herbert 8. Stone & Co., of Chicago, A
New York firm of publishers, George TL
Rlchmond & Co,, will Issug In a few days &
translntion of D' Annunzie’s most celebrated
work, "“The Triumph of Deatli" {(Trionfo
delln Morte), which the French eritie, M. de
Vogue, says haos o right to be known as dne
of the mnster books of our time.

“The Triumplh of Death' 18 the third book
of the gerles known ng' the “Romnnces of
the Rose,'" and it |z even more nudaclous
in Its theorles, keener In Ii8 anolyses, more
pessimistic/in {ts conclusions and more ter-
rifylog In its realism than any of the vol-
umes that have preceded it. The appear-
ance of the book In English 18 Hkely to cre-
ate a sensatlon nmong Amerienn readers,

In this novel D'Annunzlo works out the
gnme lidea that Tolstdl bas nlready used in
‘“I'he Kroutzer Sonatn' snd other works, L
e., that eensuality® lends to crime. The
young Itallan writer, thnnks to his keenor
annlytleal skill, hns succeeded in demon-
strating this where the great Russinn phil-
osopher falled, D*Annunhslo uses no melo-
dramntle devlees to bring about the catas-
traphe. The conelnsion i 1ogieal dnd inevlt.
able, and the only one consistent with the
temperaments of his two lesding characters,
George and Hippolyte.

The story has boen deserlbied as the verl-
fiention of the law that n love which Is
purely earthly can find compleéte satisfac-
tion only In death,

George Aurispa 1s a4 young Roman gen-
tleman of lelsure. He loves Hippolrte,
who |s married, and ls loved by her. Like
all D'Annunzio's hevoes, whicl hive beea
admitted by the novellst to be portralis
of himself, he is a Even sensualist, He hns
n. dolicate; highly-strung nature. He wor-
ships art and mosle and physieal beauty.
Me haw a contempt for prejudices and nn
avidity for plessure. He poses ns “‘an
#%cetic without a god * * * kneoling bes
fore an altar abandoned by the delty.” The
keynote of the character 1s D'Annunzlos
tavorite Idea of the lsolatlon of the indl-
vidual.

“You are unknown to me,” suys George
to Hippolyte. *“Ag with every other human
belng vou eoncenl withln yourself.a world
which |s Impeneteable to me, to which uo
depth of passlon can glve me access. Of
your sensations, your sentiments, your
thoughts, I know but n small part. Bpeech
s at best an Imperfeet sign. The soul Is
Incomnitnlenble, You cannot show me your
sonl. In our most ecstiutle moments we
are two, alwnys two, sepnrnte, strangers,
lonely at heart™

He guffers from his love om account of
his fenlousy, Ha (8 Jjealous even of the
memorles which come between thls woman
and himself: “She looked long and search.
ingly Into George's eyes. A second time
an Inexpressible desire to read ench other's
heart seized them. She knew well the hor-
rible malady from which her lover sullered;
she knew well the obseure cause of all his
nerimony. To Induce Hm to talk a0 he
mighit unburlen his heart she added:

“ “What alls you? The tenderness of her
tone, for which he was unprepared, threw
him Into some confuslon. He felt that
she understood bim and pitied him, aod a
great pity for himself grew In his Dosom,

“What aols you?' repented Hlppolyte,
tonching his hnnd as though to sensuslly
augment the power of her tenderness.

“What nlls me?" he echoed. *'I love!"

The nggressiveness had died awny. In
thus expressing his Incuorable weakness
he commisernted with himself on hls own
| malady. The wagne rancer whicld had
ravaged his sonl appenred to be disslpated.
He recognized the Injusiice of all resent-
ment agninst thls woman, because he ree-
ognlzed a superlor order of fatal necessl-
tles, No human creatnre cansed bis mis
ery. It arose from the very essence of
lite. He had to complnin, not of ithe
womnn he loved, hut of love Itgelf. Love,
toward which all hig belng tended with in-
vinelble Impemosity was, he thought, the
greatest of human sorrows, beeause It lg
the supreme efort which man mokes to 1s-
gue from the solltufle of his own inmost
self: an eoffort useless, llke all the ryest

And, until denth, possibly, he wans con-
demned to this sopreme misfortune. As

A Sensational Novel of
the “Kreutzer oon-
ata Sehool,

Realism
That
OQut-Zolas
Zola.

he remained silent nnd thoughtful, Hippo=
Iyte nsked: "Then do you think, George,
thet T don't love you?'

“I belleye that you love me now," he
answepred, “'but can you prove to me that
to-morrow or In & month or ln a year vou
will etlll be happy to Le mine? Can yon
prove to me that to-dsy, even at this very
moment, you are e:_nr!l‘ul_'.' mine? How

miich of you do 1 posgess?”

“Everything," murmured Hippolyte.

“No," he went on. “Notling, or almost
nothing. I do not possess what I should
lke to possess, Yon are a perfect stranges
fo me. T kiss your brow, nnd beneath that
brow  there exists possibly a thooght that
is mot of me, I speak to you, and what I
say perhapssawakens in you memories of
other days and not of my love. A mnen
passes, looks at you, and In your heart this
slight faet glves rise to an emotlon which
I am unable to detect. A mun's desire la
discernible In bLis look, and the look is
free, and thHe woman Is without defence
aghinst the look of a man who deslres
her. What ¢an be the lmpression of the
womnan who pereelves thot she s deslred?
She eertalnly cannot rewmaln lmpassive,
It must produce In her a feellng of dis-
quletude; certalnly some kind of emotlon,
It only one of repugnanca and disgust, And
thus the first man who comes along has
the power to disturb the woman who loves
me! In what, then, conslsts my possés-
slon of her®'

Aurispa attempts to reallze a dream that
they should go together to soing spot whera
they can Bé all the world to esch odther,
where she can see and hear and know him,
and bim alone, But he finde that even
this ‘does not cure his malady. He finds
that his love is dylng, that his disgust with
himself and aversion for the woman grows
stronger every day, and finnlly be Ia selzed
with an Irresis(lble Impulse to kill both
ber und Limself,  He s unable to live
happlly with her. He eannot escape from
the sensunl spell which she has cast upon
him, and so they die together.

One of the most remarknble features of
D'Annunzlo's methods Is the curlous mings
ling of delleate psychologleal unalysts awith
the most brutal renllsm.
Vogue haye ealled D'Amnunzlo, ‘A pagaa
of the time of Nero!' ‘The audacity of
some of the renllstic passnges In the *"Trl-
umph of Death'” I8 gstoonding, His de-
seriptlon of the pligrlmage to the amuctus
ary at Castel Dordlng, In the fourth part

of the book, out-Zolas Zola, surpassing =%

some of the most grewsome seenes o
“Lourdes.” Here s his deseription of the
seene In front of the shrine of the Virging

“What'n spgetacle!  Marvellous, terrible,
unbeurd of, and withont resemblance to
any conglomeration  eyer
whether of men or thiogs; a8 mingling so
strange, so brutal and g0 incongruous that
it exceeded the most troobled drenms of
nightmare.  All the deformitles, shameful
yvlces, stupors; all the comvulsions and Hor-

tors to which flesh Is helr; the fears of

repeniance, the laughs of the debauche,
imbecllity, copldity, ennning, luzury, stu-
pldlty, fear, mortal fatigue, Indifference,

putrefaction, the silence of despairi sacred
cholrs, demoenineal shrieks, acrobatie feats,

Well may M. do

seen  before,

e |

ehiming of bells, the bray of trumpets, dls

cordant crios, roars, nelghs; the frn.clehl-
of fves beneath eauldrous, hesps of frolts
and dalnties, shop windows full of utensils,
allks, arms, kulek-knacks, rosaries; the
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voluptuons dances of seantily draped girLs,_‘ ol
the convulsions of epllepiles; the flght of «

the hunted thisf throngh the surging mob,
the seum of the worst elements emptisd
from out of the fAltKy bywhys of dlstant

bt

towns, and thrown luto contact with an . -

ignorant and amazed multitnde; & host of

sycophents, llke gad flles about an animal,

falling upon the compact erowd ineapahle
of self-defence; every base temptation for
the brutnl appetite, every Impudenge exhilb-
ited In broad daylight; o veritable pell mell

of nien and things was there, seething and

fermenting about the house of the Virghn'
“Another example of IMAnnunzlo’s power
18 his deseription of Aurispa.

“8tout, T:rlrl. powerfnl, the man seemed
to exhnle from his whole body a perpetus)
warmth of cagnal vitallty. = * & Jyery
gesture, every attltude, had the lmpetus of
nn effort, ds If the whole mugcular systam
of his great body was In contlonal atrug-
gle with the encumbering fat, His flesh,
that coarse stuff, full of veins, qf nervea,

of tendons, of glands, of bones, full of In-

stinets and necessities; flesh which deforims
and elckens, grows sore hnd ‘eallous, and

coverad with wrinkles, pustulés, wirts and
halrs: thot eoarse stnff, fesh, flourlshed in
this man with n gpecies of Impodence,”

e

ELECTIONS FROM T

ODE TO: ETHIOPIA.

0 Mother Race! to thee I bring .
This pledge of faith snwavering,
This iribute to thy glory.
I know the pangs which thou didst feel,
When Slavery erushed thee with its heel,
With thy dear blood all gory.

Bad days were those—ah, sad Indecd!
But through the land the frultful seed
Of better tlmes was growing.
' The plant of freedom upwards sprung,
And spread lts leaves so fresh and young—
Its blossoms now are blowing.

On every hand In this falr land,

Proud Elthiope's swarthy children stand
Beside thelr falrer nelghbor;

The forests flee befora their stroke,

Thelr bammers: ring,-their forges smoke—
They stir In honest Iabor.

They tread the flelds where honor ealls;
Thelr volees sound throvgh senate halls
.In muajesty and power.
To right they cling; the hymns they sing
Ip to the skles In beauty ring,

And boldurl grow each hour.

Be proud my Race, In mind and soul}
Thy name Is writ on Glory's scroll
In charmctera of fire,
High 'mid the clouds of Fanmae's bright sky
Thy banuner's blasonsd folds now fiy,
And truth shall lift them higher.

Thou hast the right to noble pride,
Whosge spotless robes were purified
By blood’'s severe baptism.
Upon thy brow the cross was lald, )
And labor's painful sweat-beads mads
A consecrating chrism, T

ERE SLEEP GOMES DOWN TO SOOTHE THE

~ %o work some potent spell, her magie plles.

‘What ghostly shades In awe-creating gulse 3

No other race, or white or black, f
When bound as thou wert, to the rsck,
Bo seldom stooped to grieving;
No other race, when free agaln,
Forgot the past and proved them men
So noble In forgiving, 7

WHEN DE GO’'N PONE’S HOT.
. Dey is times In life when Nature
ms to slip a cog an' go,
Jes' a rattlin’ down creatlon,
Lak sn ocean's overflow;
When de worl” Jes’ stahts a-spinnin’
Lak a pleaninny’s top,
An' you' cop o' joy Is brimmin®
Our ears shall list thy story ‘Twel It seems about to:slof
Fiom bards who from thy root shall spring, An' you feel jes' lak a raeah

Aud prouilly tune thelr Iyres to sing Dat Is tralnln’ fo' to trot— ' g
0Of Ethiopla’s glory, , When yo' mammy #es de blessin’ )

An' de co'n poune's hot.

Go on and np! Our souls and eyes
Shall follow thy continuous rise;

When you set down at de table,
Kin' o' weary Ink an' sad,
An’ you'se jes' n llttle tlahed,
An' purhaps a lttle mad;
How yo' gloom tu'ns into gladness,
How yo' joy drives out de doubt
When de oven do' Is opened
An' e smell comes po'ln' out;
Why, de 'lectric light o Heaven

'~ WEARY EYES.

Fre sleep comes dowh to goothe the weary eyes,
Which all the day with ceaseless care have sought
The magic gold which fram the geeker flles:
Ere dreams put on the gown and eap of thought,
@od make the waklng world n world of lles—
Of lles most  palpable, uncontlh, Torlorn,
That say lfe full of aches atid tears and slghs; i
Oh, how with more than dreams the soul I8 torn— Seems do settle on de spot,
Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary eyes. . »  Whenyo' mantiny ses de blessia®
: f 2 . An' de co'n pone's hot,
Ere sleép comes downto soothe the weary eyes; v~
How nall the griefs and henrtaches we have kpnown
Come up like pols'nous vapors that arlse
From gome base witch's eauldron, when the crone

When de enbbage pot ls steamin
An’ de bacon good nn' fof,
When de elhittlin's Is a sputter'n’
8o0's to show yo' whanh dey's at;
Tike away yo' sody bixcult,
Take away yo' enke an’ plo,
Fu" de glory time Is comin’,
An' its "proachin’ very nigh,
An’ yo! want to jump ‘an’ hollah,
Do you know youn'd boattah not,
When you' momimy ses de blessin’
Ay’ de co'n pone's lot?

I hnve heerd o' lots o' sermons, \
An' I've heard o loth o' prayers;
. “An' I've lstened to some siugin®
. Dat has tuck me up de stalrs
‘Of de Glory Lan’ an' set me -

| The past which held its sharve of bltter pnlny
Whose ghost we prayed that Time niight exorcise,
Comes up, I8 lived and suffered o’er agaln,
Ere sleep comes down to sobthe the weary eyes.

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the wenry eyes.
What phantoms 0l the dimiy lghted room; )

Are bodled forth within the teeming gloom.
What echoes falnt of sad sod souf-sick cries, '
And pangs of vague indefinable pain: \
at pay the spirit’s ceaseless enterprise, :
Come thronging thro' the chambera of the braln, il i
Ete sleep comes down to scothe the weary eyes, x ot

Jes' below de Mahster's th'one,
An' have lef’ my haht a singin’
In a happy aftah tone, -
But dem wi's 80 sweetly murmured -
Soem to tech de softes’ spot.
When my mammy ses de blessin', -
An' de co'n pone's hot.

ACCOUNTABILITY.

Folks aint got no right to censunh uthar folks nbout dey habits;
Him dat ghv' de squir'ls de bushtalls made de bebtalls fu' de rabbits,
Him dat bullt de grea’ blg mountains hollered out de Ittle valloys,

Iy

sE UNPUBLISBED PoEMS OF THE JouNG (EGRO POET.

Him dnt made de streets an' driveways wasn't 'shamed to muke do“alleys,

We iz all constructed dlff'rent. 4'alnt no évl'n of us de same;

We can't he'p ouah likes an' Mislikes, of we'se bad we aint to blame.

Bt we'se good, we needn't show off, case you bet It aint ounh doln’y 3
We gets Intp su'ttaln channeis dot we jes' calnt he'p pu'suln',

But we all fita into places dat no othah ones cud fll, 1
An' we doed the things we has to, blg er Httle, good er UL
John ealn't tek de place o' Henry, 8o an' Sally aint atlke;

Bass alot outhin' ke a suckah) chub aint nuthin® like a plie,

When youn ‘eome to think abont It, how It's nll planned ofit it's splendid.

Nutbin's done er eval shappens, 'dout hit's somefin’ dat's Intended:
Don't’ keer. whut you doeg, you hak to, an' hit sholy bests de a1 dickens,—

Viaey, go put en de kittle, I got one o' mastal's chickens.

A CREED AND NCOT A GREED.

T am no priest of erooks nor creeds,
For buman wants and human needs
Are more to me than prophets’ deeds;
And humann tears and human carves
Affect me more than human prayers.

Go, conse your wall, lugnbrions saint! "
You'fret high Heaven with gour plalnt. ! '
Is this the “Ohristian’s Joy™ you paint?

Is this the Christian’s boasted bliss?

Avalls your falth no more than this? .

Take up your arms, come out with me,

Lat Heav'n alone; Himanity er

Needs more and. Heaven less from thes, A
¥ With plty for mankind look 'round; :

Help them to ;u._iud Bpm__l._s-tonnd-‘._‘__'. ’
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